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when well-directed and well-balanced! Not fifty
years ago Los Angeles was mere waste-land where
nothing but the sun and sage-brush held sway and
made merry, and now it is one of the most advanced
cities of the Newer West where work and play move
in happy harmony and where even the angels, used
to celestial ease and superfluity, may live in actual
comfort and luxury. For all the beautiful residential
quarters and perfect systems of roads of these
flourishing American cities, I have often wondered
if I would not give them all up for a bit of Old
England! There is a certain indelible impress of
artificialness about these perfect cities that I dislike.
To my mind they look too glaringly man-made to
satisfy wholly the subtler instincts of our higher
selves. The roads look a bit too straight, the lawns a
trifle too even and green, the trees a little too regu-
larly planted and the houses slightly too obviously
attractive. Little is left to the whim of happy chance,
none whatever to the caprice of wayward nature as
in England. The roads may be a bit too irregular in
England and the lawns look a trifle ill-kept, the
trees seem to be planted haphazard and the houses
a little neglected, yet for all the neglect, haphazard-
ness, and irregularity there is the subtle tracing of
the divine finger and the indelible mark of human
associations. That irregular bit of road may be the
tryst of many a loving-couple and that ill-kept
lawn the mute victim of many a pair of little law-
less feet, that haphazardly-planted tree may have
sheltered many a weary wayfarer from summer heat
and autumn showers, and that neglected house may